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TO    OUR    NOBLE    DEAD 

GENTLY  the  land  proclaimed  its  secret  story, 
Flowers  and  fruits  were  answering  to  the  sun, 

Mountains  and  vales  were  habited  in  glory, 
Harvests  of  gold  were  waiting  to  be  won. 

Peaceful  the  world  appeared  unto  the  lowly, 
Contentment  eased  the  burden  of  their  lot, 

Promise  of  prosperous  days  possessed  them  wholly, 
Joys  of  the  wealth  the  earth  and  they  begot. 

Rulers  and  statesmen  gazed  with  eyes  surprising, 
Seeing  they  saw  not  what  the  gods  might  bring, 

Until  an  eagle  shook  its  wings,  and  rising, 
Poised  over  Europe  like  an  unclean  thing. 

Throughout  the  land  arose  a  cry  of  voices, 
— Britain  is  menaced — and  you  swiftly  came 

Unto  her  aid,  you  who  in  she  rejoices  ; 
Surely  the  spark  burst  forth  into  a  flame. 


XI 


Freely  you  left,  disconsolate  and  tender, 
All  who  were  dearest,  for  the  mortal  strife  ; 

Nothing  you  recked  of  glory  and  of  splendour, 
Only  you  knew  your  land  required  your  life. 

And  you  restrained  your  tears,  so  near  to  falling  ; 

Nobly  you  felt  the  import  of  the  hour  ; 
Nothing  you  heeded  but  your  country  calling, 

Transporting  sentiment  into  a  power. 

Danger  and  hardship,  suffering  and  anguish 
Faced  you,  you  struggled  like  a  giant  race  ; 

Ne'er  did  you  weary,  never  did  you  languish, 
Until  Death  set  the  seal  upon  your  face. 

Battered  and  stained,  you  did  not  fail  nor  falter, 
But  in  the  midst  of  carnage  and  of  death, 

Freely  you  laid  your  lives  upon  the  altar, 
Praying  for  Britain  with  your  latest  breath. 


Xll 


There  where  you  fell  they  buried  you  all  lowly, 
Far  from  your  home  across  the  narrow  wave  ; 

But  with  a  pity,  reverent  and  holy, 
Strange  hands  reposed  you  in  your  humble  grave. 

Never  to  you  will  wife  nor  child  come  weeping, 
Never  will  belfry  call  them  there  to  pray  ; 

Over  the  country  where  you  lie  asleeping, 
Flowers  and  grass  will  spread  a  mantle  gay. 

But  there  is  reason  in  the  lonely  lying, 
Destiny  needs  you  in  the  days  to  come, 

When  o'er  your  graves  the  birds  are  homeward 

flying, 
When  the  land  rests  and  all  the  world  is  dumb. 

Destiny  wills  it  that  the  tired  people, 

Wandering  at  evening  o'er  the  region  fair, 

See  your  pale  shades,  when  from  the  lofty  steeple 
Ringeth  an  Ave  on  the  peaceful  air. 
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Destiny  wills  it  that  the  children's  laughter 
Shall  be  arrested  by  an  unknown  voice, 

Of  one  they  see  not,  but  who  follows  after, 
Speaking  alow  and  bidding  them  rejoice. 

Destiny  wills  it  that  the  grandsire  hoary, 
And  the  old  mother,  and  the  blue-eyed  maid, 

Pensive  in  prayer,  shall  recollect  the  story, 

How  'neath  the  spot  the  heroes'  forms  were  laid. 


And  they  will  say, — The  soldiers  here  are  sleeping, 
Sleeping  the  sleep  predestined  for  the  brave  ; 

They  are  so  near  perchance  they  hear  our  weeping, 
Haply  our  tears  their  hallowed  bodies  lave— 

Here  will  the  maidens  plant  the  flowers  lowly, 
Lovely  white  daisies,  poppies  flaming  red, 

Cornflowers  of  blue  ;  then  Nature  will  all  slowly 
Br oider  the  flag  for  which  you  fought  and  bled. 
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O  dead,  who  fought  in  Belgium  for  the  stricken  ! 

O  dead,  who  fought  in  France  beside  your  friend  ! 
You  must  mount  guard  with  every  man  and 
quicken 

His  noble  sense  of  duty  to  the  end. 

Your  gallant  deeds  send  forth  a  sweet  thanksgiving, 
They  will  remember  what  you  died  to  gain  ; 

Over  the  fields  your  cries  will  cheer  the  living, 
And  to  the  dead  you  will  not  speak  in  vain. 

God  had  reserved  for  you  a  death  most  holy, 
For  you  had  given  the  joyous  gift  of  life 

Unto  your  country,  modestly  and  lowly, 
Without  a  tremble  sank  you  in  the  strife. 

Belgium  and  France  have  taken  you  in  keeping, 
Britain  proclaims  you  heroes  every  one  ; 

Your  wounds  are  hers,  her  heartfelt  praise  goes 

leaping 
To  you  who  saw  the  promise  of  the  sun. 
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Belgium  and  France  require  your  stricken  corses 
For  the  fair  harvest  of  their  great  desires  ; 

Rattle  of  guns  and  galloping  of  horses 
Thundered  your  knell  across  the  battle  fires. 

Sleep  on  in  peace,  O  dead,  of  actions  splendid  ! 

Haply  you  think  that  you  are  far  away  ; 
But  you  are  near  us,  though  your  lives  have  ended  ; 

You  through  whom  we  have  seen  the  dawn  of  day, 

It  is  of  you  that  Britain  thinks  with  yearning, 
You  who  have  died  your  noble  land  to  save  ; 

Your  flame  of  faith  in  Britain's  breast  is  burning, 
In  Britain's  heart  your  bodies  find  a  grave. 

REQUIESCANT  IN  PACE. 

All  Souls'  Day,  1914. 
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THE    PHANTOM   ARMY 

THE  ghostly  warriors  march  forth 
With  measured  tread  and  slow, 

Across  the  silence  solemnly 
They  follow,  row  on  row  ; 

And  no  one  knoweth  whence  they  come, 
Nor  whither  they  shall  go  ! 

They  move  athwart  the  mournful  plain 
Rimmed  by  the  mountain  crest, 

Their  cerecloths,  wound  around,  obscure 
The  wounds  upon  the  breast — 

No  beast  regards  the  moving  mass, 
No  bird  stirs  in  its  nest  ! 

No  pallid  moon  lights  up  the  sky, 

No  silvery  stars  appear 
To  watch  them  on  their  funeral  march, 

No  sounds  arrest  the  ear ; 
Nought  fills  the  wraiths  with  any  hope, 

Nor  habits  them  with  fear. 
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Onward  they  come  with  noiseless  tread, 
These  spectres  of  the  night ; 

All  bodiless,  nor  bone,  nor  thews, 
Appear  unto  the  sight — 

But  still  the  phantom  army  seems 
Resistless  in  its  might ! 

Foeman  and  friend  together  wend, 
But  now  to  them  are  dumb 

The  cannon's  voice,  the  brazen  trump, 
And  silent  is  the  drum — 

The  shadowy  banners  wave  aloft, 
The  dead  things  onward  come. 

And  larger  still  the  army  grows 

As  it  pursues  its  way, 
At  every  step  new  ghosts  spring  up 

In  battle-stained  array — 
But  never  one  doth  welcome  them, 

Yet  none  doth  say  them  nay ! 
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Death  on  his  great  white  horse  commands 

This  shadowless  brigade, 
At  times  he  turns  in  ghastly  jest 

And  waves  his  spectral  blade  ; 
Only  he  hears  the  mystic  tune 

That  on  the  field  is  played. 

Only  he  sees  the  trumpeter, 

And  hears  the  hideous  hum 
That  issues  from  the  trumpet's  mouth  ; 

Only  he  hears  the  drum 
The  drummer  beats  with  ghostly  sticks  — 

The  rest  are  deaf  and  dumb  !  ' 


Only  he  hears  the  sharp  command 
That  rings  from  out  the  sky, 

He,  only  he,  can  gather  in 
The  stricken  ones  that  lie 

Upon  the  sodden,  blood-stained  ground, 
With  upturned,  staring  eye. 
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And  each  will  join  Death's  swelling  host, 

And  each  will  glide  away, 
With  phantoms  pale  and  shadowless, 

Who  march  and  march  alway, 
Unseen  in  mist  of  murky  night, 

Unseen  in  light  of  day  ! 

And  while  grim  War  shall  stalk  abroad 

And  winnow  human  grain, 
So  long  will  Death  the  harvest  reap 

Of  worthy  warriors  slain, 
And  phantom  armies  numberless 

Will  tread  the  corse-filled  plain  ! 


XX 


THE    HARVEST,   1914 

THE  cornfields  glittered  in  the  sun, 

And  rippled  with  the  breeze  ; 

The  old  and  young  had  but  begun 

To  reap  the  golden  seas  ; 

When  lo  !  the  sky  was  stained  and  steeped 

In  colour  bloody  red — 

The  sickles  flashed,  the  reapers  reaped, 

The  Harvest  of  the  Dead. 
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MISERERE    DOMINE! 

UNTO  battle  we  advance, 

Armies  after  armies  go, 
Marching  through  the  land  of  France, 

Desecrated  by  a  foe  ; 
Villages  and  cities  lone 

Meet  us  on  our  dolorous  way, 
Oh  !  the  evil  that  is  sown — 

Miserere  Domine  ! 


Not  for  glory  nor  renown 

March  we  to  the  death-charged  field ; 
Empty  pride  is  stricken  down, 

Honour  is  our  only  shield  ; 
For  the  injured  and  the  weak 

We  have  trod  the  dreary  way  ; 
Keep  us  lowly,  keep  us  meek — 

Miserere  Domine  ! 
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Grant  us  in  the  cause  of  right 

The  true  guidance  of  Thy  hand  ; 
Make  us  humble  in  Thy  sight, 

Purge  from  ill  the  stricken  land. 
To  Thee  may  we  be  sealed  fast,  ] 

Penitent  and  kind  alway, 
True  and  faithful  to  the  last — 

Miserere  Domine  ! 


1914. 
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LIBERA    NOS    DOMINE ! 

WHEN  for  our  stricken  country's  sake 

We  heavy  fardels  bear, 
When  for  our  blessed  ones  we  take 

The  staff  of  grief  and  care  ; 
When  poisoned  by  the  cannon's  breath, 

When  smitten  with  the  sword — 
From  unprepared  and  sudden  death, 

Deliver  us,  0  Lord  ! 

Let  us  not  in  the  awful  strife 

Be  taken  unawares, 
Nor  in  our  faltering  daily  life 

Be  trapped  by  earthly  snares  ; 
Make  us  remember  what  Thou  saith, 

When  we  forget  Thy  word— 
From  unprepared  and  sudden  death, 

Deliver  us,  0  Lord  ! 


1914. 


XXIV 
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CONFITEOR 

ENGLAND. 

LORD  GOD  of  Empire,  I  have  worshipped  Thee  ! 

Around  the  world  I  wove  a  mighty  belt, 
That  ringed  the  farthest  land  and  farthest  sea 

And  in  the  weaving  never  scruple  felt. 
But  when  forlorn  my  children  cried  to  me, 

And  when  sore  stricken  they  before  me  knelt, 
I  turned  away  from  them  disdainfully, 

And  sorrow,  pain,  and  cruel  suffering  dealt. 

FRANCE. 

Lord  God  of  Nothingness,  I  worshipped  Thee  ! 

Thou  wast  my  King,  my  Idol,  and  my  Light — 
I  flung  the  true  God  from  me  bodily ; 

I  drove  His  priests  and  women  from  my  sight. 
The  sacred  fanes  I  plundered  brutally, 

I  broke  His  altars  in  my  jealous  might — 
No  more  I  looked  up  to  the  heavens  to  see 

The   glittering  star   that   pierced   the   clouded 
night. 
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RUSSIA. 

Lord  God  of  Power,  I  have  worshipped  Thee  ! 

My  millions  bent  and  trembled  at  my  will — 
With  knout  and  sword  I  taught  humility 

To  choicest  souls  that  never  did  me  ill. 
Before  my  throne  they  pleaded  pityingly, 

With  voices  tearful,  agonised,  and  shrill — 
I  closed  mine  ears  in  deaf  perversity, 

And  I  sat  dumb  upon  my  sovereign  hill. 

OMNES. 

Before  the  Living  God  we  contrite  kneel, 

The  Lords  of  Empire,  Nothingness,  and  Power,, 
Lie  crushed  and  broken  by  His  awful  wheel, 

And  underneath  the  hideous  mass  we  cower. 
Though  late  we  pray  to  Thee,  though  late  we  feel, 

The  misery  that  we  around  did  shower  ; 
Close  not  Thine  ears,  O  God  !   to  our  appeal — 

Grant  us  Thy  pardon  in  this  awful  hour  ! 

1914. 
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BELGIUM'S    PRAYER    TO    OUR    LADY 

MADONNA  !    pray  for  me  and  for  my  friends, 
Although  they  slighted  thy  dear  Son  and  thee. 

I  know  their  faithlessness  thy  bosom  rends — 
And  I  have  faltered — Pity  them,  and  me  ! 

Pray  for  each  foeman  too,  who  makes  amends- 
Pray  for  the  living,  and  then  pityingly, 

Pray  to  thy  Son  for  each  who  His  way  wends, 
Studding  the  skies  like  thine  own  galaxy. 

1914. 
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BELGIUM 
I. 

WEARIED,  one  night  a  heavy  sleep  I  slept, 

And  dreamed  that  all  the  world    was  stained 

with  red ; 
That  all  the  people  cried  aloud  for  bread, 

And  in  my  slumber  piteously  I  wrept. 

And  then  methought  I  was  awake,  and  leapt 
Up  to  my  feet,  and  heard  the  ghostly  tread 
Of  men  and  women  who  were  stark  and  dead, 

But  who,  though  corpses,  signs  of  life  had  kept. 

They  beckoned  me  unto  their  native  land, 
Awe-struck  and  wondering  I  followed  there, 
And  saw  a  country  desolate  and  bare, 

With  towns  and  cities  burnt  on  every  hand. 
The  phantom  people  paused  the  ruins  among, 
And,   pointing  to  the  heavens,  cried,   "  Lord  ! 
how  long  ?  ' 

1914. 


BELGIUM 

n. 

How  must  thine  heart  have  bled  when  Antwerp 
fell, 

O  Belgium  !   yet  thou  quailed  not  nor  reviled. 

Liege,  Namur,  Dinant,  before  had  filed, 
Termonde,  Louvain,  passed  in  a  burning  hell ; 
Brussels,  Charleroi,  Malines,  their  story  tell — 

Because  thou  hast  been  honourable  and  mild. 

Rapine  and  ruin  are  upon  thee  piled, 
And  every  belfry  rings  thy  funeral  knell. 

And  now  Ostend  and  Ghent  and  Bruges  must  yield 
And  be  deprived  and  shortened  of  their  strength — 
Neutral  thou  wast,  God  knows  !    and  to  what 
length. 

But  struck — thou  foughtest  like  a  giant,  nor  reeled. 
Daily  thou  drained  the  cup  of  bitter  gall — 
But  thine  un conquered  soul  transfigures  all. 

1914. 
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RHEIMS    CATHEDRAL 

OH  !    holy  building,  cradle  of  our  Kings, 
The  altar  of  our  race,  the  sanctuary  bright, 
The  shrine  of  shrines,  that  sheds  resplendent 
light 

And  far  away  ungodly  darkness  flings. 

Sacred  in  every  thought,  thy  presence  brings 
Ideals  and  aspirations  to  our  sight, 
Dreams  of  our  country  free  from  lawless  might — 

Long  have  we  rested  'neath  thy  sheltering  wings. 

For  centuries  have  saints  and  angels  smiled 
Upon  us  from  their  places  overhead  ; 
The  kings  and  warriors  who  fought  and  bled, 

For  France  and  for  Our  Lady  unbeguiled, 

Look  down  ;   their  loving  glances  meet  our  eyes 
In  friendly  gaze,  and  them  we  recognise. 
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RHEIMS    CATHEDRAL,    1429 

ONE  morn,  within  the  great  cathedral  nave, 
I  stood  and  thought  of  that  auspicious  day 
When  Joan  the  Maid  came  clad  in  war  array, 

A  banner  in  her  hand,  her  face  full  grave — 

For  she  had  fought,  the  land  of  France  to  save. 
And  suddenly,  before  the  altar  grey 
She  knelt — her  lips  did  move  in  prayer  alway — 

Whilst,  pressing  round,  the  crowd  did  surge  and 
wave. 

Then  Charles  was  solemnly  anointed  King ; 

And  after  all  the  holy  rites  were  done, 
Joan  humbly  to  her  Sovereign  Lord  did  bring 

Her  reverent  homage,  for  her  goal  was  won — 
"  Sire,"  said    the  Maid,   "  I  've  sown    that  thou 

might'st  reap, 
•Grant  now  that  I  return  to  tend  my  sheep  !  " 
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RHEIMS    CATHEDRAL,   1914 


SEVEN  hundred  years  ago  thy  form  was  reared, 
And  placed  aloft  that  every  man  might  see, 
Covered  with  symbols  preaching  God's  decree, 

Pointed  and  columned,  arched  and  traced  and 
tiered. 

Magnificent  in  beauty  thou  appeared, 

A  star  of  stars,  that  other  fanes  might  be 
Robed  in  immaculate  virginity, 

Nor  by  the  hand  of  spoiler  touched  nor  seared. 

Oh  !   Notre  Dame  de  Rheims,  without  a  flaw, 
Thou  wast  to  us  our  mother  and  our  law 

Until  the  desecrating  foeman  came, 
Insensible  to  reverence  or  awe, 

And  disembodied  thee  with  shell  and  flame  ; 

Covering  with  sin  and  shame  a  nation's  name. 
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RHEIMS    CATHEDRAL,   1914 

ii. 

WITHIN  the  nave  the  Prussian  wounded  lay, 
Stricken  and  broken  by  War's  foul  machine, 
Stern  soldiers  who  an  hour  before  had  been 

Struggling  with  death  in  the  inhuman  fray. 

Well  now  they  knew  the  price  that  men  must  pay 
When  driven  to  battle  in  a  cause  unclean 
By  a  base  Emperor,  who  would  reap  and  glean 

The  Field  of  Death  and  tread  the  Stygian  way. 

And  in  the  House  of  God  they  felt  secure, 
Until  their  devilish  kin,  without  the  gate, 
Wrenched  roofs  and  windows  from  their  high 
estate 

With  shell  and  fire  falling  fast  and  sure — 

Swiftly  did  Death  each  wounded  soldier  claim, 
Whose  master  murdered  with  a  shaft  of  flame. 
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SAINT    MICHAEL 

HAIL  !    Holy  Michael,  with  the  sword  of  flame, 
Warrior  Archangel,  Lord  of  Chivalry, 
And  champion  of  the  Church's  purity, 

The  impious  pale  and  tremble  at  thy  name. 

Sennacherib  thou  broke  and  brought  to  shame. 
Before  thy  blade  Samael  swift  did  flee. 
O'er  Moses'  body  Satan  fought  with  thee, 

And  Jacob  did  thy  majesty  acclaim. 

The  aid  thou  gavest  to  the  Maccabees, 

When  they  contended  with  the  cruel  power 

Of  King  Antiochus  Epiphanes, 

Give  now,  O  Prince  of  Angels,  in  this  hour. 

Stretch  forth  thine  harnessed  hand  and  flaming 
sword 

And  smite  the  enemy  of  the  Incarnate  Word. 

Feast  of  S.  Michael,  1918. 
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IN    MORTEM  :     EARL    ROBERTS 

November,  1914. 


His  work  is  done,  his  mortal  fight  is  ended, 

Behind  the  friendly  batteries  sinks  the  sun, 
And  his  last  sigh  with  sound  of  guns  is  blended- 
His  work  is  done. 

Long  was  his  span  of  life  as  men's  lives  run, 
But  all  too  short  for  his  ideal  so  splendid, 
That  warned  us  ere  the  world-  wide  strife  begun. 

We  heeded  not  the  warning  nor  attended, 

Until  disaster  struck  the  strokes  that  stun. 
Now  —  oh  !  so  late  —  we  seek  the  path  he  wended- 
His  work  is  done. 
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IN  MORTEM:    LESLIE  HARRINGTON  FRY 

Lieut,  igth  Hussars. 
Killed  in  action,  France,   1918. 

SILENT  he  lies,  nor  noise  of  battle  heeding, 

Resting  at  last,  with  face  turned  to  the  skies, 
Peaceful  and  pale,  amidst  the  dead  and  bleeding, 
Silent  he  lies. 

Never  will  he  from  that  cold  bed  arise, 
Never  again  will  he  his  troop  be  leading 
Gallantly  onward  to  some  great  emprise. 

Foremost  of  all,  towards  the  foemen  speeding, 

Rode  he,  nor  recked  of  bursting  shell  nor  cries, 
Gladly  for  all,  his  noble  life  conceding — 
Silent  he  lies. 
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MASS    AT    THE    FRONT 

LIFT  up  your  eyes 

Unto  the  Lord  of  Life, 

And  let  your  spirit  rise 
Above  all  strife. 

Yet  such  are  we, 

That  we  neglect  Thy  grace, 
And,  sinning,  never  see 

Unveiled  Thy  face. 


Christmas  Day,  1915. 
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IN    NOTRE    DAME    DE    PARIS 

REJOICE,  my  soul,  no  longer  mourn  and  weep, 
For  Christ  descends  with  healing  in  His  wings— 
My  countless  failures  and  the  sin  that  stings, 

My  passions  and  desires,  have  smitten  deep 

Into  His  loving  heart.     O  let  me  leap 

Towards  Him  humbly  and  confess  the  things 
Of  death  and  shame  I  sowed,  the  while  He  flings 

Into  the  pit  the  evil  I  did  reap. 

Wandering  alone  beside  the  sin-bound  sea, 
With  subtle  dangers  ranging  height  on  height, 
Bounding  the  far  horizon  lost  in  space, 
A  terror  falls  on  me.     But  by  His  grace 
I  live,  and  standing  in  His  dazzling  light 
My  trembling  soul  rejoiceth  wondrously. 


Armistice  Day,  1918. 
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THE    DAWN    OF    PEACE 

A  picture  exhibited  by  F.  G.  SWAISH  at  the  Royal 
Academy,  1917. 

HEAVEN  openeth,  and  lo  !   the  Word  of  God 
Appeareth  crowned.    Seven  stars  above  His  head 
Flash  forth.     His  eyes  transfix  like  lightning  rod. 
Clothed  in  His  vestment  dipped  in  blood,  outspread, 
Writ  on  it,  "  Lord  of  Lords  and  King  of  Kings," 
Seated  upon  a  horse  of  snowy  white  ; 
A  glittering  sharp  sword  from  His  mouth  outsprings 
To  smite  the  nations  with  its  awful  might — 
Thus  cometh  He,  the  Faithful  and  the  True, 
Followed  on  milk-white  steeds  by  warriors  dread 
In  linen  clad,  white,  fine  and  clean  and  new — 
With  rod  of  iron  He  shall  rule,  and  tread 
The  winepress  of  the  wrath  of  Him  whose  Name 
Hurls  kings  and  armies  in  the  pit  of  shame. 
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ASPIRATION 

LET  me  approach  Thee  with  prayer  on  my  lips 

And  peace  in  mine  heart, 
For  the  ship  of  the  soul  races,  plunges,  and  dips, 

And  prepares  to  depart. 

Let  me  not  struggle  and  strive  to  control, 

And  have  power  over  men  ; 
For  might  is  a  cloud  that  envelops  the  soul 

Like  the  mist  on  a  fen. 

Let  me  not  lust  for  the  wealth  of  the  world 

With  its  varnish  and  rust, 
For  the  rich  and  their  riches  will  fall  and  be  hurled 

In  the  mire  and  the  dust. 

Alas  !   the  great  nations  that  worship  their  might 

And  their  deckings  of  gold, 
Are  but  sinks  of  corruption  and  sin  m  Thy  sight — 

They  are  bartered  and  sold. 
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In  a  moment  all  power  and  riches  will  fall 

Into  nethermost  night, 
For  the  children  of  darkness  are  deaf  to  Thy  call 

And  they  sin  against  Light. 


Peace  Day,  1919. 
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THE   UNKNOWN   WARRIOR   SPEAKETH 

Westminster  Abbey,  nth  November,  1920. 

I  WAS  at  rest !    Why  didst  thou  bring  me  here  ? 

I  was  asleep  !    Why  didst  thou  ope  mine  eyes  ? 

From  here  I  went  upon  a  great  emprise, 
And  there  I  fell  without  a  thought  or  fear, 
Blindly  believing  Liberty  was  near 

And  Tyranny  was  doomed.    But  soon,  made  wise 

In  death,  I  saw  the  fruit  of  statesmen's  lies. 
Still,  I  slept  sound  soothed  by  a  nation's  tear. 

Now  thou  hast  waked  me  I  shall  no  more  sleep, 
But  ever  hear  the  wives  and  mothers  weep 

For  husbands  and  for  sons  who  slept  by  me. 
Nothing  I  fought  for  do  I  see  around — 
Even  my  living  comrades  stamp  the  ground 

And  cry  to  those  who  will  not  hear  nor  see. 
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NOW    AND    THEN 

O  !   the  nights  and  days  of  striving, 
And  the  weary,  weary  years, 
Blent  with  hoping  and  despairing, 
With  timidity  and  daring, 
Send  the  body  blindly  driving, 
And  benumb  the  soul  with  fears. 

O  !   the  days  of  doom  appalling, 
And  the  litter  of  this  life, 
Give  the  victory  to  the  fleetest, 
And  the  enemy  thou  meetest 
Smiles  contented  at  thy  falling, 
And  thy  slowness  in  the  strife. 

Gone  !  the  golden  days  of  beauty — 
They  are  gone  for  evermore  ; 
With  the  knight  upon  the  tower, 
And  the  lady  in  her  bower, 
And  the  seneschal  on  duty, 
And  the  herald  at  the  door, 
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And  the  mass-priest  with  his  blessing 
For  the  cottage  and  the  hall, 
And  Our  Lady  at  the  altar 
Keeping  ward  o'er  feet  that  falter, 
Every  man  his  sins  confessing, 
And  the  good  God  over  all ! 
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THE    END 

THE  strings  of  my  harp  are  broken, 

And  only  two  remain  ; 
But  these  are  left  as  a  token 

That  life  is  not  in  vain. 

Fair  is  the  world,  none  fairer, 
But  we  stain  it  with  blood  and  hate  ; 

Rare  is  the  world,  none  rarer, 
But  we  lock  up  its  lovely  gate. 

Away  from  the  light  we  wander, 
And  come  down  the  mountain  height  ; 

Out  in  the  valley  yonder, 
We  pitch  our  tent  in  the  night. 

Earthward  we  press  our  faces, 
Earthward  our  hearts  we  turn, 

Never  a  glance  at  the  places 
Where  the  eyes  of  angels  burn. 
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Open  your  ears  to  the  voices  ! 

Open  your  eyes  to  the  stars  ! 
Where  the  heavenly  choir  rejoices, 

And  the  gate  of  love  unbars. 

Take  up  your  harp,  set  it  singing 

With  the  stars,  and  the  sun,  and  the  moon  ; 
Take  up  your  harp,  set  it  ringing, 

And  turn  the  night  into  noon. 

One  string  shall  sing  a  forgiving 

Of  dead  souls  sunk  on  the  sod, 
The  other  shall  sing  for  the  living, 

But  the  twain  shall  sing  of  God. 
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